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FAIRBANKS (fo Hoosier caller).— Have another cocktail, old man! 
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IF HE WANTS TO NOW, HE CAN. 
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Have a tray of em! I'm a private citizen now! 
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F BrYAN opposed Colonel Guffey because he considered the 
‘T latter “an agent of plutocracy,” isn’t it about time he opposed 
Mr. Bryan is the 

foe of “special privilege.” Does he not know that ‘l'ammany 
Hall is one of the greatest strongholds of privilege in the United 
States? That to dispense it; for a price, is Tammany’s chief busi- 
ness? Does he not know that Tammany’s Democracy is but a 
thin veneer, rubbed up to shine around election? Of course; when 
one is a candidate for the presidency, it is nice to be able to carry 
New York, and to achieve that end, Tammany’s support is said to 
be essential. Probably, it is. - But there ave Democrats in New 
York State who loathe Tammany for what it represents, a brazen 
partnership of political and business corruption, and ¢hey would have 
shed no tears had Mur- 
phy and Guffey been put 
inthe same boat. Of 
course, it couldn’t be. 
There is no_ possible 
chance of the Democrats 


Tammany Hall on the same ¢rothds? 


” 


carrying Pennsylvania. 
“Tue PRESIDENT’S N 
~power for good or > 


for-harm is often over- 
éstimated,” writes Mr. 
Bryan. Or, as we heard = 
a Jersey commuter say 
the othér-day, “Bryan -. 
couldn’t do nothing: if — [pregame | 
hé’ was elected.” Fe: - 
whicl-another commuter 
replied: “That’s what 
they said about Roose- ae 
: : Gf yt 
velt, and see what he Mypypl/ 
done!” ; 
—_,” 7 
“| am IN favor of im- 
mediate revision. of - \\ 

the tariff,” says Senator: 
Stephenson of Wisconsin, > - 
who js-getting along “iti 44 ue? 
years and would like to °& =: es 
see somethn g started be- ~; \ 
fare he dies. * ~ 

: “ : 
“PT ARBDCTEMES AHEAD,” — 
a V edicted Stuyves- 
ait Fish, jist before 
sailing for Europe. We 
hope Mr. Fish provided 
himself with a return 
ticket, otherwise some 
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Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


THe Presipent is committed by his platform to certain policies, and the 
platform is binding —Mr. Bryan. 
If platforms were binding, Mr. Roosevelt might now be popu- 
lar in Wall Street. 
Ne 
Mr. Tarr never dreamed, in 1896, that some day he would be 
running for President against the Peerless One. But nowadays 
the fond mother says to her child: “ Be a good boy, Johnny, and 
learn your lessons, and some day you may defeat Mr. Bryan for the 
Presidency.” 
K.. | 
Joun Mortey warns the Indian Civil Service that it is the business 
of the English government to satisfy the ideas and aspirations of 
thousands of Hindus 
who are now educated, 
BX1On, for “unless order can be 
ee reconciled with that satis- 
ey\\t/ * faction,” the fault will 
t not be theirs but the fault 
of British statesmanship.” 
A It occurs to us that the 
trouble began with edu- 
cating the Hindus, and 
herein wé perceive a 
warning for American 
’ statesmanship. Shall we 
educate the Filipinos and 
fill their heads with ideas 
andaspirations? Already 
7 they have acquired a few 
e elemental ideas of justice 
os as regards tariffs and are 
\ disposed to be “nawsty,” 
Xu 


as the Britishers say. 
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DENVER is to entertain 


Y _ another humorists’ 
convention in August. 
j t = fw. _ 


WE apviseE ‘Taft voters 

to scratch Sherman. 

He represents interests 

w' , opposed to the very re- 
forms to which Mr. Taft 
is morally pledged. Sher- 
man is a “ geographical 
candidate.” Heis 


bounded on the north by 
Special Privilege, on the 
south by Standard Oil, 





American consul stands a 
chance of being touched 
for transportation. 





SWIM OUT, DUCKIE! 
Don’t Ler THe O_p Hens Borner You. 


on the east by Wall 
Street, and on the west 
by “ Let us alone.” 






































THE OLD BROKEN RECORD. 


OW DEAR to this heart is the phonograph’s singing! 
What fond recollections my memory stir ! 
Sweet Jane does the winding and turns on the music 
While I sit and tell her the tunes I prefer. 
But oh, how it tears my nerve system to tatters, 
Oh, how it deranges my comfort and bliss, 
When Jane idly slips on an old broken record 
Which reels off a song that sounds something like this 











” The old oaka-ka-ka—bucka-bucka-bucka— 
Ir-r-r-r-r-r-r-r bou-wow-wow (crick ucket) 
”—,,,—’?’’ (crick, crick, crick—ooooo ) 

” Tha—hunk-k-k-k (b—r) w-e-l-l. 


My stock of canned music | hail as a treasure; 
For often when callers appear on the scene 
And topics are scarce, it is truly a pleasure 
To bring out our dear little talking machine. 
The time passes quickly and everyone’s happy; 
The phonograph pleases till Jane, so remiss, 
Forgets about winding the works of the treasure, 
Which drawls out a tune that goes something like this: 


' ” B—eee i-i-i-i-t eeeeeeecee—ver s—o 
Ha-ha—hum —b-b-b-b-bl—e 
»» T—h—e—rererere—s n——o 





Pl—pl—p|—place 1—i—k—e h——o 
F. P. Pitzer. 


A BRIGHT LAD. 


Be Hee A POWERFUL smart boy of your’n, Ike!” said a promi- 
nent citizen of Polkville, Ark. 

“You betcha!” proudly replied the parent of the prodigy. 
“He can swear like a pirate, and the little feller’s only five years 
old and hain’t never been in sight of the ocean in his life, neither!” 














A HAPPY ‘FIRST IMPRESSION. 


CLARENCE S1xPER — What? Say! Are those coffins hanging over there under the trees? 
UNCLE HENRY SCREEN.— Them wus coffins; now they’re hammicks. 


an’ hada sale. Gid-dup! 





Bill Mope, the undertaker, failed 
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THEIR SOLID READING. 


On THE HOTEL P1aAzza: 


" ES, the summer time is when I do most of my solid 
reading. One has so much more time to 
read in the summer, do’nt you know?” 

“Ves, I know. It is rush 
and go all the time in the city, with 
no time for leisure. One can 
hardly collect one’s thoughts 
long enough to concentrate them 
on one thing for half an hour 
atatime. But here at the sea- 
shore it is different. One can 
lie or sit for hours at a time on 
the sand or rocks and read in 
peace and quietness and think 
about what one is reading. I 
‘think I get more intellectual 
stimulus in the three months I 
am at the beach than in all the 
rest of the year, There is some- 
thing in the lull of the waves 
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conducive to reflection, don’t FF aaatscs 
you think?” 5 
“Yes, do. Thatis why I bring Z 


such a stack of books with me 
that the expressmen fairly 
groan when they tackle the 
trunk that has my books in 

it. Have you read ‘The 
Weavers’ by Gilbert Parker? 
Or was it Conan Doyle who 
wrote it? I never can carry 
names in my mind. It’s ever so 
good. I read it all one morning, I got 
so absorbed in it. It’s a book that 
holds your interest from start to finish. 
And it makes you think, too. I like a book that 
really sets one to thinking. Of course, when 
one is tired out and is reading just to pass away 
the time it is different, and Howells or Henry 
James will do then; but when one really wants 
to be set thinking, one wants books of another 


sort. Do you care for Henry James?” 
“Oh, I never was very much stuck on him. His 
diction is fine, and I like that in any book. Some- 


times I pick up one of his books and read 
a page or two just to enjoy his elegant dic- 
tion, but—well, it’s as my Brother Hal says, 


HE RETURNED THE 










?M SINKING!” 


“HELP! 


Ir Was A SHAME TO DECEIVE THE LIFEF-SAVER, BUT SHE HAD TO GET 


A MAN SOMEHOw. 


seem to make of their horrid ways. 
Weeks’!” 

“Good heavens! Have you read that mess?” 

“I guess you have read it yourself, or you wouldn’t know that 
it was a ‘mess.’ I'll bet you a college ice that you have it in your 
trunk!” 

“You horrid thing, you! But, of course, one wants to keep up 
with current literature; and goodness knows that if one taboos all the 
books in which there are off-color people and actions, one would be 
reduced to the Sunday-school library. Have 
you read ‘The Lady of the Decoration ?’” 

“Yes, I have. It’s a dear little story, 
isn’t it? Of course, it isn’t a book one 


Now, you take ‘Three 


UMBRELLA. 





there isn’t any red blood in the books of 
Henry James. Do you like him?” 

“I never read very many of them but 
I didn’t care much for what I did read. 
Kind of prosy. I like action in a book. 
Now, there’s Mrs. Humphrey Ward. Her 
books are elegant in style—just elegant. 

Every one says so; but: there is so little 
action.” 

‘- Well, there’s as much action as there 
ought to be—and bad actions at that, in 
some of her books. That’s the trouble with 
so many novels, nowadays. The people in 


would read twice like —like —” 

“<«Three Weeks,’ for instance.” 

“May! If you don’t stop saying such 
horrid things, I’ll go off to the other end of 
the piazza and sit with those old parties who’ 
are crotcheting baby-blankets and jackets 
and embroidering doylies! I got hold of a 
queer story the other day called ‘By the 
Light of the Soul,’ by—by—I can’t re- 
member whether if was by Marion Craw- 
ford or Marie Corelli. It was by some such 
writer. It was rather good, but it was aw- 








them do act so like the Old Harry; and 
the worse they act, the more the novelists 


fully long drawn-out, and it took ten chap- 
ters to tell how a girl put on her hat and 


















































And a flowing sea-— 


Ea <= 


And a wind that— 


Follows fast. 
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THE JOYS OF PEDESTRIANISM. 


To THE RIGHT, SUICIDE; TO THE LEFT, SURE DEATH. 


went down to a train. It was a sort of a psychological study. 
You at all interested in psychology?” 

“Yes, 1am. I think it is awfully interesting and, you know, 
so many of our novels are based on psychology nowadays that one 
has to know something about it or appear ignorant. I brought a 
little book on the subject of psychology with me so that I could in- 
form myself on it. There’s only fifty pages in the book, and I mean 
to read it with my other solid reading this summer so I can talk in- 
telligently on the subject when it happens to come up. A friend 
has just sent me ‘The Shuttle,’ and I have dipped into it enough to 
know that I’m not apt to go wild over it. It’s no 


“Perhaps so; but I guess neither of them would feel flattered 
by your remark. My brother, Jack, says that to say a man ‘means 
well’ is the only polite way there is of calling him a cussed fool. 
And Bernard Shaw isn’t a fool, anyhow.” 

“No, he isn’t. Do you know, Kitty, I think that half of this 
sharp criticism of him comes from people he has hit in his writings 
and plays? Nothing on earth is so exasperating to some people as 
the plain truth. Honestly, Kitty, I 4e Bernard Shaw!” 

“You go to the other end of the piazza and say so to those old 
dames who form the crotchet-needle brigade if you dare. I said 





more like ‘Little Lord Fauntleroy’ by the same 
author. Curious how the same author can write two 
books so utterly different. And ‘A Lady of Quality,’ 
by Mrs. Burnett, is different from either of the 
others. Did you ever read ‘A Lady of Quality ?’” 

“You know, May, I started in to read that 
identical book, and had read a chapter or two when 
my dear old dad picked it up and looked through 
it for an hour and coolly walked over to the fire- 
place and laid it on the red-hot coals. He said the 
chief lady in the book was of such bad quality, 
he didn’t want her in the house even in a book.” 

“T don’t know that { blame him very much. 
But, my soul, if we fed our fires on all the books 
that have shady people in them, the coal dealers 
would have to go out of business, and most of the 
shelves would be empty in the fiction departments 
of the libraries. Curious how we like to read 
about folks that we wouldn’t think of having any- 
thing to do with in real life. You read ‘Con- 
fessions of Diana?’” 

“No. What did she have to confess? Any- 
thing worth reading?” 

“No; it’s flat. I think most of these ‘con- 
fession’ books are. Something like these reformed 
bad men who become evangelists and who go 
about telling how tough they used to be and how 
good they are now, and one finds them so stupid 
in their goodness one wishes they would be bad 
and interesting.” 

“ Aren’t you horrid! 
Bernard Shaw. But, honest, dear, one can’t help 
liking some of the things they write; and I do 
think that both of them really mean well in their 
writing, don’t you?” 


Vern. 
You talk like Ibsen or 77a 
"AU Lie 
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THE DAY OF THE PICNIC, 


HOLD TO THE LiGuT AND SkE It As Ir REALLY Was 
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wk almanac is the cemetery to 


twhich the aged joke 





is driven at last. 
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something about Bernard Shaw before them the other day. I 
thought some one would have to cut old Mrs. Vantwiller’s corset- 
| strings!” 

“Bosh! Such conscious virtue as that is only skin deep. Like 
as not she has read ‘Three Weeks’ six times. I hate this sort of 
virtue that is always on parade. Have you read ‘Somehow 
Good?’” 

“No; but Sally Flutterby told me that she had réad it, and 

that a lot of it was somehow bad. 
I mean to read it.” 

“Yes; Dll bet you will, now 
that you know that it is ‘some- - 
how bad.’” 

“May! I’ve a notion not to 
speak to you again for a week! 

I declare, if you—tee-hee-hee!” 

“‘ Hee-hee-hee!” 

“If you aren’t the limit!” 

“ He-he-he!” 

“You are just as mean 

as you can be! Truly, May, 

I mean to do some solid 

reading this summer. I ~ 

brought copies of Ruskin 
and Emerson with me, and 
I just w2// read some of them; 
but I have been here six 


Wee 


ALL THE SYMPTOMS. 


THE JERSEY Mosquito (on his weeks and haven’t got around 

: first visit to New York).—Blustering to them. I think Emerson is 

j blizzards! This must be the in- real good once you get your 
aif famous Flatiron Corner I’ve heard mind on him; and Ruskin is 
so much about! ; —let me see, was it Ruskin 


who got out a new book 
about every ten years in which he said that all he had 
written in the past wasn’t so?” 

“No; I don’t think it was Ruskin. Seems to me it was 
Carlyle. Wasn’t it Ruskin who said that his daily prayer was, 
‘Lord, give me a new thought for to-day, and forgive me for the 
one I had yesterday ?’” 
ti “How funny! Goodness knows, some of our modern writers 
if might well pray that prayer. I don’t think that any of our 
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THE INACCESSIBLE PEAK. 


MOUNTAIN CLIMBER (after three perpendicular 
days in the Alps). — Himmelkreuzdonnerwetter! 
Mountain climbing is ausgespielt. Here’s another 
of those airship parties! 


modern writers can touch the writers of other 
days. You take Dickens, and compare him to 
Crawford and Parker and that raft of writers. 
And Thackeray! Don’t I love ‘ Vanity Fair?’ 
You compare George Eliot to Mary Wilkins and 
Mrs. Ward and Mrs. Burnett and where are they? 
Honest, May, I do think that our modern litera- 
ture is awfully weak. If one wants real mental 
pabulum, you have to go back to the dead and 
gone writers for it. I do get so tired of this modern 
fiction! It has no—no—no—what is it I want to 
say? But you know what I mean: Virility —that’s 
the word I was trying to think of.” 

“T forget just what virility means.” 

“Why, of course; but what—er—er—it 
means— it means—TI can’t just define it, but it is 
something you Con’t find in many modern novels. 
Now I must go and put on my glad rags for din- 
ner. I want to finish the last chapter of ‘Six 
Maids and a Man’ before dinner. ‘That describes 
the proportion of the two sexes at this hotel. I'll 
loan you any of my books any time you want 
them.” 

“Thanks, dear. You may have any of mine. 
I know I’m not going to get time to read half of 
them, much as I love to read during the summer. 
See you at dinner.” . J. L. Harbous. 











— was no tariff on negroes, even before they were put on the free list. 




















SOMEBODY WILL DO 


AMERICAN MILLIONAIRE (showing visitor about his country estate).— 





a Sr. 


_-There’s:a little thing I picked up in Egypt last winter. 





ENTERTAINMENT. 


E FOUND the mansion a veritable marvel, so adapted was 
it'to the purposes of hospitality. 

Especially struck were we by the mechanical 

device in every room, by meang‘of which, upon drop- 


ping a $5 gold piece into a slot,*you could get any- 
thing, —a towel, a drink of water, even a civil answer. 


We saw the point at once. 


The device made it so much 


cheaper for guests than the old way of depending on servants, that 
it was possible to invite clever people to house-parties, and not 
merely such as were superlatively rich. 





THE CHEE-ILD’S MOTHER. 


POEMS OF TEMPERED PASSION. 


Lf you know that von are-seceiving far more 
of a man’s thoug tts thin h- is bestowing upon 
the woman he introd:wes as his wife, then indeed 
itis time you absented ywurse.f from his presence 
and taught tim to jeryed you in such measure 
as he may. - - Ella Wiweler Wilcox. 


EART’S LIFE, I var ot help but see 
Our friendshij’s grown a trifle shady; 
That you bestow snore thoughts on me 
Than on your I:wvful wedded lady. 
And so the time lias come to say, 
I think you’d bettur go away. 


In some remote and sea-girt isle, 
In one of fifty deseit places, 
Strive to efface my killing smile, 
My inany little ways an] graces. 
Center your min«d upon the view, 
Forgetting all I was to yoa. 


Seek from your emery tc erase 
These ripe-red ]'pps you fain would rifle, 
These cing-close arms in whose embrace 
You nore than willingly would stifle. 
I spare you other sweet details: 
Vestal timidity prevails. 








But memory will, 1’m sure, 
Ys supply 

See Some obvicus charms I nay 
4 {RA 
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not mention, 
And you will add, with inward 
eye, 
A dozen of your own iavention. 
Forget these things — I needs niust ask, 
Well knowing ’tis « hopeless task. 


That I am fair I take no blame, 
Nor blame you, love, for loving wildly; 
I blame not her who bears your name 
For being ‘‘ plain’? — to put it mildly. 
Lut that is neither here ner there: 
Ella and Duty say, ‘‘ Beware! ” 
And so, as I remarked before, 
Away to Afric’s sunny fountains, 
Or, safer than that burning: shore, 
Away to Greenland’s icy mountains. 
We must, tho’ parting give Us pain, 
At any cost be safe and sane. 
What’s that? Your business won’t 
allow 
Of such indefiniie vacation ? 
You camnot get :way just now ? 
Your wife objects to separation ? 
..Oh, very well. Since siay you nist, 
In Ella I repose my trust. 


DEAR Mrs. WiLcox: 
Tell me, pray, 
In such peculiar circwnstances 
Wou'd you decide to run away, 
Or stay at hone and iake the 
chances ? 
O Passion’s Queen, he wiih me yet — 
Lest I forget! — lest I forget! 
Bf. Fe 


AS TQ MESSES. 


5 reenge pNad had a fine 

mess of fish for dinner, last 
night. ; 

Sus_ey.— 1° haven't the slightest 


WELL-MEANING SUMMER BOARDER (who'gets her ideas of country life from plays of the ‘‘ Way 


Down East” type).—So you're the farmer's daughter! Well, say, I’m awful glad I metcha. Has 
yer father forgiven yer? Did he really send yer out into the storm? And that villain-feller Gee, 
what a fourflusher he must ha’ been! T” think of him givin’ yer the slip after promisin’ t’ marry yer! 
An’ you havin’ t’ come home through the snow! It must ha’ been a dreadful experience, somethin’ 
fierce, bat then all youse farmers’ daughters has t’ go through it. How’s yer baby? . Kin I see him? 








doubt, olf man,—your cook once 
worked for us! 


-e ALL right to matry blindly if only 
you can be sure of staying blind. 
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UFFED with the pride of rectitude he struts 
Beneath his hat, and humbles all the street — 
The glossy tile of London on his head 

And on his back the coat deemed worthiest. 
Who reads the secret of the high silk hat? 
Whence comes its power to give its wearer peace 
And make him like a brother to the cock 
Whose conscious glory fills him, top to toe? 





Is this the Thing deliberate thought has planned 
To be the sign of aristocracy— * 

This cylinder of shiny black that tops 

The vacuous heads of fashion'’s chosen few, 
And makes each owner walk as one aware 

He is no common humdrnam citizen ? 

In all the records of conventional man 

Since garb began to count for more than brain, 





There is no Shape more terrible than this — 
More agonizing to the subject skull, 

More hideous of outline, or more sure 

A prey to rain and wind and accident! 

Vet this tall hat is as a talisman, 

A thing to conjure with, a badge of pride! 


O masters of the hat-trade of the world, 

Is this the best your genius could devise ? 

Since hats must be, is this your masterpiece ? 

O arbiters of fashion, in that day 

When all must answer for their earthly deeds, 

How will it be with you when Man shall rise 

And point to this dumb Horror on his head 

And clamor vengeance for his sufferings ? 
George Jay Smith, 

















THE STRAPHANGERS. 











Hy is it I always have to hang to a strap when I 
ride in a street car?” asked the Man From Mars 
of the Leading Citizen. 

“That’s where the dividends are.” 

“I don’t believe I understand.” 

“Well, you see, the men who own the street 
railroad lines are in it for the money they can 
make and they can make more by making the 
people stand.” 

“Oh, then all of us who stand, do it for the 








benefit of others. Isn’t that a beautiful altruistic 
spirit? I don’t believe we have anything in Mars to equal that.” 

The Leading Citizen laughed. “I’m afraid I have not made 
it clear,” he said. ~ * The altruistic spirit figures only in so far as the 
street railroad lines are owned by widows and orphans. Even then, 
there is considerable complaint from those who mare to stand day 
after dav. 

“How did these men you speak of, acquire the ownership of 
the railroad lines?” inquired the Man From Mars. 

“In most cases, they were presented to them by the represen- 
tatives of the people.” : 

“Oh, indeed! ‘Then it appears to me they should be grateful 
enough to run them so that the people would be glad of their repre- 
sentatives’ action.” 

‘“‘ Business ‘is business and offers no place for gratitude.” 

“ Well, then, for another reason. If the owners are themselves 
benefiting from the lines, I should think they would be careful lest 
the people dispossess them.” 

“Sh-h-h,” cautioned the Leading Citizen looking around fur- 
tively. “Do not talk that way. That would be. confiscation, which 
is even worse than anarchy.” 


“| find great difficulty in understanding your.ways,” said the 
Man From Mars impotently. “Do you mean to say that the peo- 
ple cannot take back the lines when it means so much to their wel- 
fare? Pray tell me, is that a-part of your.religious code?” 

“No. Not religious, but legal. It all hinges on a decision of a 
court handed down long ago in the famous Dartmouth College case. 
If that case had been decided differently, we might have progressed 
much more rapidly.” 

“The destinies of nations turn on small pivots,” observed the 
Man From Mars. 

“Yes, especially in a democ- 
racy like ours,” assented the 
Leading Citizen. 

“All out. Take -the 
next car,” commanded 
the conductor. 


Ellis O. Jones. 


SPOILING THEM. 


Moe I’m going to 
quit it! 

THe Srork.—Quit 
what ? 

Cupip.— Oh, I have 
been laughing at lock- 
smiths for so long that 
the whole tribe of 
them have begun to 


imagine that they are 
humorists. al 














T" ice may , es the man; ‘Sale the eau looking aie a ‘pee comes down 


on it like a mob. 
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Budweiser 


HE drink that delights 
your palate and aids the 
digestion of your food. 

















Drink the drink of your 
forefathers; the drink of the 
noblest men that ever lived; 


pi the -drink of the great tri- 


sis lines 8 umphant nations; the pure, 
N George Washington, the American Nourishing and refreshing 
Revolution had its conquering gen- juices of A merican barley 


eral; in John Adams its intrepid fields: the home drink of 
organizer; in Jefferson its bold ? 


philosopher; and in Madison its all civilized nations. 














constructive statesman. THE KING OF ALI 
He it was wno caused to be deeply im- BOTTLED BEERS 


bedded in our highest law those vital and 
fundamental guarantees of life, property 
and Personal Liberty. 


In private life he was extremely social— 
yet truly temperate—drinking good malt 
beer and wine in strict moderation. Once, 
when sick in bed, he caused his couch to 
be wheeled near the dining-room door, that 
‘he might call to his acting representative 
at the festive board: ‘Doctor, are you 
passing the bottle? Do your duty, doctor, 
or I must cashier you!”’ 











Justly named ‘‘The Father of the Con- 


stitution,’’ he died at eighty-five. When ANHEUSER-BUSCH BREWERY 
shall his name be forgotton ? ; St. Louis, Mo. 





References: . Corked or with Crown Caps 3 


Biography by Sydney Howard Gay. 
Appleton & Harper's Enc. For Sale at 


The Federalist Essays. 
Hunt's Biography, pp. 376, 381, 382, etc. All Hotels, Clubs and Bars 
















































THE BEES AND THE DRONES. 


And so it came to pass that the Male Bees (Drones) owned all the 
fields and flowers, and erected fine wire screens over them with large signs 
prominently displayed warning the Busy Bees to “Keep off the flowers under 
penalty of the law.” Others read: “This is private property”; “‘ No trespassing 
allowed”; “ Beware of the dog,” etc., etc. In addition they hired giant Hornets 
with long sharp stingers, and fed them well to see that the laws were enforced. 

As a result the Busy Bees were idle, discontented, and unhappy and 
hungry. So they swarmed into the public squares, and passed resolutions, 
and appointed committees to call on the Drones and demand that the signs be 
removed and the Hornets dismissed, and that they be allowed to build hives 
on the vacant fields and gather honey from the unused flowers. 

But the Drones preached to them, and told them that the reason that they 


KETKCKTTCTTETCERTTKETESTETKSCKTEKETEKTERERTKERKAERRRETRRKE 


Out of the Multitude 


that enjoy the Sports on land and water thousands fatigue and 
weary and need the delights of cheer or the comfort of strength. 


HUNTER WHISKEY 


IS THE FAMOUS, FAULTLESS STIMULANT 
for such needs. 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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In the past half century 
many changes have oc- 
curred in men and things 
but none whatever in the 
delightful quality of 


PHILIP MORRIS 






ORIGINAL LONDON All-around 
CIGARETTES Seine 
Sold Everywhere, 
The Waldorf-Astoria 
CAMBRIDGE AMBASSADOR Importation Co. 


in boxes of ten the after-dinner size 


New York—Chicago 
Sole Agents 


25c 35c 
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E. Washington 8¢.,Indianspalis, 
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A NAUTICAL INSULT. 


GERALD.— Weally, Howace, you ought to demand satisfaction of 


that Smith fcllah. He insulted you lawst night. 

Horace.— Deah me, what did he say? 

GERALD.— Why. at the Club, when somebody awsked what your 
pwivate signal was, Smith said he wasn’t sure but he thought it was an 
absent-flag, by Jove! 





If yon would enjoy a genuine luxury try a fruit 
cocktail—Abbott’s Bitters, grape fruit, sugar to suit 
, taste, 





were hungry was because they were too fond of the juice of the hop flower; 
and that they had too many baby Bees, which caused over-population and con- 
gestion; and that they needed a higher tariff to keep out foreign pauper honey, 
which caused over-production, so that the Drones couldn’t possibly eat it all. 
So they must be patient, and give the Drones time to consume it. Then they 
would take the screens off the flowers and allow them to go to work again. In 
the meantime they should be optimistic and honest; and above all, respect the 
rights and sacredness of private property, especially property in fields and 
flowers; and that they should never forget that there had always been poor 
Bees as long ago as anyone could remember — that it was a law of nature, and 
that no one could change insectoiogical nature. 

After listening to this speech the Busy Bees thought and thought, until 
their heads ached worse than their stomachs. Then they stopped thinking. 
—The Public. ; 











BUNNER’S 
Short Stories 


SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers. 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


The Runaway Browns 


Will bring more than ene hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 
smile.— N., P. & S. Bulletin, 


Made in France 


Though the creations are de 
Maupassant’s the style is Bun- 
ner’s, and we are well acquainted 
with that 5 sr humor and orig- 
inality. — Detroit Free Press. 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 
absurdities, perhaps, but never 
toar because they are ‘awfully 
funny.”— Boston Times. 


The Suburban Sage 


Mr. Bunner in the present vol- 
ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times. 





Five Volumes, in Cloth, - $5.00 
or separately : 
Per Volume, - - 1.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt 
of price. 


Address: 
posal PUCK, New York. 
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J.&F.MARTELL| 


Cognac 


(Founded 1715) 


x*x* 


FINE OLD 
LIQUEUR 





GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 


Sole Agents 
G. S. NICHOLAS & CO. 
New York 




















A BACK-HAND STROKE. 


MR. Borepy.—Chaperones are regular nuisances, arén’t they? 


Miss PEACHBLOW.—Oh, not always. If it wasn’t for my Chap- 
erone, some men would hang around me all day. 





Grape fruit is made still more appetizing by a few 
dashes of Abbott's Bitters. Try it at to-morrow's 
breakfast. 





A sHREWD observer of the suffragette movement says “no woman wants to 
be a voter after she gets a voter of her own.” We are too gallant not to dis- 
pute it; but it sounds reasonable.— Washington Herald. 





GRATEFUL MEN. 

“No,” said the tiresome man, “I 
never knew a woman who could tell a 
story well. Most women appreciate 
that fact and don’t try 2 

“Yes,” interrupted the bored one, 
and most of the men appreciate it, 
too.”—Catholic Standard and Times. 





AGREED. 


“Yes,” said the serious man, “this 
race problem certainly is a serious 
matter.” 

“That's right,” replied the sporty 
one; “no matter what system o’ bettin’ 
you follow you can’t beat ’em.” — 
Philadelphia Press. 


SOLITUDE. 

Here is an,extract from the pros- 
pectus of a hotel in Switzerland: 

‘“‘Weissbach is the favorite place of 
resort for those who are fond of soli- 
tude. Persons in search of solitude 
are, in fact, constantly flocking here 
from the four quarters of the globe.” 
—Home Herald. 


WORSE. 


“T just heard you mention Dabley,” 
said the returned traveler. “When I 
knew him some years ago he used to 
go on a tear once in a while.” 

“Well,” replied the stay-at-home, 
“he goes on a tear twice in a while 
now.” —Catholic Standard and Times. 


CoNGREsS spent the coin faster than 
the mint could put the motto on, — 
The Commoner. 


Ir must give Kaiser William a thrill 
of horror to hear people referring to so 
important a man as Mr. Taft as “ Big 
Bill.”— Washington Star. 


Mr. SHERMAN will not be a vote- 
winner in Georgia or South Carolina. 
Some names sound badly in some 
places.— Florida Times-Union. 


No MATTER who elected is President, 
we predict that the coming year will 
show the greatest crop of ‘“ Willie” 
babies ever known in this glorious 
country.— Washington Herald. 


THE magistrate who announces a 
50 per cent. reduction in fines on 
account of hard times evidently re- 
gards crime as a necessity and not a 
luxury.— Mew York Tost. 


WHATEVER else may happen, Mr. 
Harriman may rest easy at night, so far 
as any fear that he will be called upon 
to finance the Republican campaign is 
concerned.— Washington Herald. 


ABout $32,000,000 in gold has 
flowed over to Europe lately, but 
Charlemagne Tower is bringing back 
that gold-lace uniform, thus evening 
up a little —Minneapolis Journal. 


ENGLISH people are worrying over 
two-cent postage for fear America will 
flood them with circulars. It may 
finally occur to them that they do not 
have to read the circulars. — Atlanta 
Georgian. 


RaiLroapD business is so bad that 
President Harahan of the Illinois Cen- 
tral is forced to spend several weeks in 
Paris where he can worry over the 
situation without being interrupted. — 
The Commoner. 














Shave 


Safety razor or regu- 
lar razor—shaving stick or 
shaving mug—<he old say- 
ing still remains true, 
“Well lathered, half- 
shaved.” To be well- 
lathered requires a good 
brush—bristle-tight and 
bristle-right. 


Shave every day or once 
a week—rub in the lather 
as hard as you like, you’ 
can’t change the shape or 
loosen a bristle in 


UBBERSE 


Shaving 
Brushes 


The “why”’ of this is found’ 
in the base of the brush. 

The bristles are held to- 

gether by vulcanized rub- 

ber as hard as iron—proof 

against water and wear. 


The name on each brush 
guarantees it. 


At all dealers’ and barbers’, in 
all styles and 
sizes, 25, 50, 75 
cents to $6.00. 
If not at your 
dealer's, send 
for booklet, 
from which to 
order by mail. 


To the average man 
we commend 
$1.00 brush. 


insta: ° y . 

a tube at ail dealers or direct by mail. Send 2c 
stam P for sample tube containing one month’s 
supply 


83 Ferry St., Newark, W. J. 
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Don’t let whiskey 
get the best of you! 
Say “Trimble” 
and you get the best 


SOLE PROPRIETORS 
WHITE, HENTZ &CO. / 
Phila. and New York 


Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 





ESTABLISHED 
1793 





INTERRUPTIONS. 

“I s’pose Joln is still takin’ life 
easy,” said the woman in the spring 
wagon. 

“Yes,” answered the woman who 
was carrying an armful of wood. 
“John has only two regrets in life. 
One is that he has to wake up to eat, 
an’ the other is that he has to quit 
eatin’ to sleep.” — Washington Star. 














I N VACATION 
TIME 
Readers of 
PUCK may 
have the paper 
mailed to them 
for forty cents a 
month, postage 
prepaid. Addresses 
will be changed as 
often as desired. 
Orders may be 
sent through 

your newsdealer 

or direct to the 














PUBLISHERS OF PUCK 
PUCK BUILDING, N. Y. 























A Mean Hair. 
SHE.— Why, I don’t believe Betsy 
has a mean hair in her head. 
He.— Not now. It got on my coat, 
and my wife discovered it! — Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Tue PrincipaL Hurt. 

“Can’t you get over talking about 
the way you got cheated in that horse 
trade?” 

‘‘No,” answered Mr. Sirius Barker, 
“TI don’t mind a man’s getting my 
money, but I hate to feel that 1 have 
lost his respect.”— Washington Star. 


THE CARELESS LISTENER. 
‘“‘T see that Jupiter has a new satel- 
lite,” said the neighbor across the fence. 
‘“‘What did it weigh?” inquired the 
careless listener. — Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 





Worse. 
“Pop!” 

“Yes, my son.” 

‘What is a harpsichord?” 

“A harpsichord, my boy, is an instru- 
ment which when heard makes a man 
feel sorry that he ever said anything 
unkind about a piano!” — Yonkers 
Statesman. 


THE OLD PHILOSOPHER. 


“The wants of the vain man are 
few,” says the Old Philosopher. “It 
only takes a looking-glass and a loud 
hooray to make him happy. Why, I 
have known men who thought the 
world only turned ‘round to look at 
them !” — Atlanta Constitution. 


THEY have banished the automobile 
from Bermuda. But they still have the 
onion.— Chicago Evening Post. 


Wuart the average newspaper reader 
would like to know is how he can build 
one of those $1,500 bungalows for 
about $2,500.— The Commoner. 


New Jersey lightning recently 
turned a black mule white. A Con- 
gressional investigation committee can 
turn anything from black to white.— 
— Washington Herald. 


Mr. Foss declares that there “is 
nothing sacred about the tariff sche- 
dule.” We don’t wish to discourage 
any young senatorial aspirant, but we 
would remark that some one, some- 
where, sometime, has made that same 
remark before.—Chicago Evening Post. 


Tue Filipinos are laboring under a 
misapprehension. The American peo- 
ple have nothing whatever to do with 
the removal of the tariff. That petition 
should have been addressed to Messrs. 
Cannon, Payne and Dailzell and some 
others not so conspicuously known in 
the game.—ZJndianapolis News. 















BORATED TALCUN 


TOILET 
POWDER 


After Shaving, 
Insist that your barber use Mc 
is Powder after he shav:; 


of the skin diseasesoften cont-a 


A positive relief 

Chafing and Sunburn, andall afflictions of the skin, Rem 
all odor of perspiration.: Get Hennen’s—the original, 
everywhere, or mailed for 3& cents. Sample _ 


GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. J, 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


$2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
Brancn WaRRHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street, 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


} new Yous, 





BRAZIL is now going to buy thirty 
new war ships. How Captain Hobson 
would enjoy living in a country where 
they buy them in clusters like that— 
Washington Herald. 


WE know that the telephone com. 
pany would make a small fortune if it 
put a meter on the machine used by 
one lone high-school girl on our block. 
—Chicago Evening Post. 





FOOT-EASE vs. PIG’S FEET. 


A friend of mine is very fond of pig’s feet 
and entering a restaurant the other day told 
the waiter to bring him an order of a dozen 
pig’s feet. Rather staggered by such an 
order the waiter nevertheless filled it and 
my friend discussed it with much relish. 

He felt very uncomfortable afterward and 
as he was walking down the street met a 
doctor friend of his and said to him, *‘ Doe, 
I am very fond of pig’s feet and have just 
eaten a dozen for dinner. I feel like the 
dickens—can you fix me up?” ‘‘Sure,” 
said the doctor, ‘‘come into this drug store 
and I will give you something!” 

In the drug store the doctor gave him a 
powder and in a moment gave him another 
one which made my friend feel so relieved 
that he was naturally curious as to the name 
of such a remarkable cure. So he asked the 
doctor the name of the remedy. ‘‘Oh!” 
said the docter, ‘‘I just gave you a couple of 
powders of ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE.” 
—LExchange. 











Mrs. CLAUDE.— Yo’ doan’ know nothin’ ’bout ketchin’ blackfish. 
Whad yer done bait yer hook wif? 


none yit. 


IRRESISTIBLE. 


Y’ ain’t caught 


Mr. CLAUDE.— Wha’ yo’ s’pose? Ah got a l’il piece er chicken on one hook an’ a 
lil piece er watermelon on de other. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 


“l1ts Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
Seld by good druggists and grocers, 
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«Bitters 


out Europe for over 

sixty years. Enjoy- 

/ able as a cocktail, 

and better for you. 
Sold Everywhere 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
U. S. Agents, New York. 








AprL_y CONSTRUED. 

exclaimed the old-line 
“who told you I was 
I never 


“Here!” 
Democrat, 
ready to support Bryan? 


‘ decrees to him low taxation and encouragement. 


Taxes Upon INpbustTRY. 


Did you ever hear of a farmer who told his men to raise weeds and neglect 
the wheat? Did you ever hear of a manufacturer who told his men to produce 
rags and not make good cloth? Did the world ever see such a phenomenon 
as an employer who punished his men for doing their best and rewarded them 
for doing their worst? Where is there such a condition to be discovered, 
where men prefer ugliness to beauty, barrenness to fertility, the desolation of 
the wilderness to the blossoming of the rose? Is such a condition to be seen 
in a world of rational beings? Can we conceive of blindness so blind or 
stupidity so stupid? Yes, we can. Marvellous as it may appear, our methods 
of taxation are exactly of that kind. Let men clear farms, let them erect the 
necessary buildings, let men employ labor to make houses more albundant and 
cheap, let men employ industry to add to the wealth and prosperity of the 
country, and it is decreed by the wise men who enact the legislation, that 


against these men the taxation shall be increased, that for every additional 
“improvement there shall be an increase of taxes; 


but let a man put his land 
to the worst use in the world, to keep it vacant and thus force men into idle- 
ness, to gain wealth by making poverty, then the wisdom of the legislators 
‘The laborer turns the desert 
into a garden, and we increase his taxes for doing so; the land speculator 
turns the garden into a desert and we diminish his taxes. The better a man 
does for his country the worse his country does for him. Verily, we do the 
things we should not do, and leave undone the things we should dv. We need 


mentioned his name to you.” 


a new clause in the Litany. 
our monstrous mistakes. 


Save us, Good Lord, from our vain stupidities and 
Open our eyes and show us what is honesty and 


“Well,” replied the reporter calmly, 
“you said that you were ready to bow 
to the inevitable.”——Phila. Ledger. 


A WESTERN judge decides that 
Adam and Eve were married under 
the common law. and legally bound, 
though there were no witnesses. The 
venerable couple on the other side of 
the big divide are thus made to feel 
easier, and riotous demonstrations on 
the part of their descendants in the 
west avoided.— Detroit Free Press. 





what is extortion, what is a clean dollar and what is an unholy fraud.—JoAn- 
son ( Pa.) Democrat. 


Ir cost Harry Thaw several hundred thousand dollars to prove himself 
insane, and now it will cost him several hundred thousand more to prove him- 
self sane. ‘This shows how expensive it is sometimes to play beth ends against 
the middle.— Washington Herald. 


In “Loopine the loop,” an absurd but spectacular act, a young woman 
has been fatally injured. ‘he same act with a dummy figure in the flying 
automobile would represent as difficult a feat in mechanics, but it wouldn’t 
gratify the public desire. to see somebody killed.— P/iladelphia Ledger. 
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Williams 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face” 





Shavin 
Soap 





May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tablets. 


The only kind that for three gen- 
erations has given complete satis- 


faction to men who shave. 
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| These are a few examples of the PUCK | | 
PROOFS. Send 10 ais. for Catalogue 


| with over 70 Miniature Reproductions. 
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PUCK PROOFS Puotocravures From PUCK 



















THE LOVE SCENE. 
By Gordon H. Grant. 


COPYRIGHT, 1907, GY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANE 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12x49 in. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 








Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in. 


COPYRIGHT 1907 BY KEPPLER & SCHWAR(mANN 


EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 





By Shef Clarke. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
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WHEW! 

‘If this isn’t the hottest day we've had, I'll eat my hat. 
By Merle Johnson. 

Photo Gelatine Print, 8 x 12 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 






















COMMENCEMENT —OR THE FINISH. 


A SUMMER CONSTELLATION. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11x8 in. 


Address PUCK, New York 


By Stuart Travis 


By Gordon H. Grant. 











PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


295-309 Lafayette Street 


Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 12 in 


PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 
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“Good morning. Have 


you weighed yourself?” ~~ 











PUCK 





‘*Oh, Papa, what do you think? 
I’ve gained four pounds!” 

















CLAUDE (a victim of poetry) 
—And here in this sylvan glade, 
darling; where the rhythmic rliap- 
sodies of nature lull us to soul 
unity and sweet — 

Jutia.—O Claude! Did I 
tell you that I’d gained three 
pounds since Monday? 











‘For my part, 4 : 
I don’t think the **Wouldn’t mind ' I usually pick up 
scales are right.” losing a few pounds cet | about Septem- 
myself,” ber. 
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WEIGHTY CONVERSATION. 


TaLK ONE HEARS AT THE AVERAGE SUMMER Resorr. 
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